DELAUNEY : I see. You want to take real people
in real situations and squash them into some
sort of romantic shape ?

SCHLOSS : Roughly speaking, yes.

DELAUNEY : In other words, you want to impose
your ideal of a purpose in life upon your
audience.

SCHLOSS : And why not ?

DELAUNEY : Because it won't wash. The British
public may be stupid, but it's not as stupid as all
that. We may drink ourselves to death or we
may even work ourselves to death, but we're
none of us quite so mentally deficient as to
spend our days in turning our lives into a well-
constructed play. No, thank you.

SCHLOSS : Well, it seems a pity 1

DELAUNEY : If you want to paint life as you see
it, go ahead. I don't deal in that sort of work
myself, but I admire it very considerably. Go
ahead, rny dear Schloss, and endeavour to
attain a literary reputation. But don't, for the
Lord's sake, go wasting your time and other
people's money in trying to tell them that the
shape of their lives is of more importance than
their happiness or achievement.

SCHLOSS : But supposing it is ?

DELAUNEY : Have you ever met a man or a
woman who cared two hoots about the shape
of their lives ?

SCHLOSS : No ; that's why I think it's up to some-
one to remind them of it. They all forget, and
I think it's a pity*
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